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They saw no flowers more sweet than ours5
No fairer new moon's crescent.

Would she "but treat us poets so,

So from our winter free us.
And set our slow old sap allow

To sprout in fresh ideas!

in.

Alas, think I, what worth or parts

Have brought me here competing,
To speak what starts in myriad hearts

With Burns's memory beating !
Himself had loved a theme like this ;

Must 1 be its entomber ?
No pen save his but's sure to miss

Its pathos or its humor.

IV.

As I sat musing what to say,

And how my verse to number,
Some elf in play passed by that way.

And sank my lids in slumber ;
And on my sleep a vision stole,

Which I will put in metre,
Of Burns's soul at the wicket-hole

Where sits the good Saint Peter.

v.

The saint, methought, had left his post

That day to Holy Willie,
Who swore, " Each ghost that comes shall toast

In brunstane, will he, nill he;